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familiar hiccuping hum ten thousand feet above
the barrage balloons. But the mysterious silence
gives us no indication of That Man's intentions,
and. still less of those entertained by the Lord
and Giver of Life, whose celestial floor is now
the source of the unleashed death which explodes
upon a helpless population.

After- a short period of desultory conversation
we doze for two hours in our chairs, while the
men stretch themselves on mattresses in the
cloak-room where the gas-proof suits are stored.

"Well," remarks my friend as we share a cup

of tea with the other wardens on duty at 7 a.m.,

, "we'll have to ask you back again.  You've

brought us the first quiet night that we've had

this week."

It is a bright crisp morning, vivid with early
autumn sunshine. I decide to walk through West
Kensington back to my home. Half an hour
later, the first siren of the new day greets me
when I am five minutes away from my own
front door. I walk on at a steady pace, and
reach it just as the heavy drone of the Nazi
bomber throbs overhead.